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Ktng. Goecall him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fliaJl betheneighbour to my counfcll. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde, 

■ 'And flops he now for breath? 

Enter Darby. 

How now, what newes with you ? 

Dor. My Lord, I heare the Marquette Dorfet 
Is fled to K.ichmond,in thofe parts beyond the fcas where 
he abides. 

King. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

Rumor it abroad 

That ^nnemy wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe .• 

Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 

W home I will marry ftraightto Clarence daughter, 

T he boy is foolifh,and I feare not him .• 

Looke how thou dreamft s ] fay againe,giue out 
That -^nnc my wife is ficke andlike to die. 

-^bout it, for it ftandsmemuchvpon, 

T o flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome ftands on brittle glafle, 
Murtherher brothers,andthen marry her, 

V ncertaine way of gaine,but I am in 
Sofarreinblood,thatfin plucks on fin, 

Tcares falling pittie dwels not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel, 

Is thy name Tirrel? 

Tir. lames Tirrelyi.nd your moft obedient fubied, 
King. Art thou indeed ? 

7/r.Proue me my gracious foueraigne. 

JSTw^.Dar’ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir.I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies, 
King.Why there thou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft, and my fweete flcepes difturbs. 

Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon : 
Tirrel,Imeane thofebaftards in the Tower. 

7 ir, Let me imue opea meanes to come to them, 
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And 


, r onc He rid you from the feare of tb cm, 
tint Thou fingft fweet mufickc.Come hither TirriS, 
r fby that token, rife and lend thine eare. He whijpert in 

Tisno morebut fo,fay, is it done his eare , , 

And 1 will loue thee, and preferre th ee too. 
fir. Tis done ray gracious Lord, • 

gm. Shall we heare from thee Tirred,e r« we fieepe? 

® Enter Buckingham. 

fir, Yea my good Lord. 

Bhc. My Lord, I haue confidcrea in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

Kirg. Well let that putfe, Dorfet is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. 1 heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly, he is your wiues fonne: W ell looke too it. 
Buc. My Lord I clairae your gift, my due by proraife, 
Forvvhich your honor andyourfaith is pawnd, 
TheEarledome of Hcrford and the moueablcs* 
Thewhichyou promised I fliould pottette. 

King. Stanly idoice to your dy conuey 

Letters to Richmond you fhall'anfwcre it., 

Buc. Whatfayes yourHighnefletomy iuft demand? 
King. As I remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefie that Richmond fhould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifh boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Buck- My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not atthat time, 
Haue told me, I bcingby,thatl fhould kill him. 

Buc. My Lord, your promife for the Earledomc. 

King. Richmond , when laft I was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtcfie (hewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Ruge-mount, at which name I ftarted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
I fliould not liue long after I faw Richmond 
Buc. My Lord. 

King . I, whats a clockc ? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you prutnifde me.. 

King . Well, but whats a clocke? 

Buc. Vpon the ftroke of ten. 

1 King, 





